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Ionan's  Well  is  situated  on  the  southern  side 
I  river  Forth,  not  above  thirty  miles  from  the 
ish  border.  The  neighbourhood  is  sufSciently 
ntic  to  provoke  the  pencil  of  every  passing 
sty  as  it  abounds  in  beautiful  scenes,  and  highly 
gsting  views.    The  town,  which  at  the  com- 
;ement  of  the  nineteenth  century  was  rapidly 
ng  into  decay,  was  built  on  the  side  of  a  pre- 
Dus  hill.    Two  houses  only,  in  its  irregular 
t,  were  at  this  period  in  any  thing  like  decent 
ir ;  these  were  the  clergyman's  house,  and  a 
ic  inn,  kept  by  one  Mrs.  Margaret  Dods. 
he  house  of  which  this  worthy  but  eccentric  old 
was  the  hostess,  had  formerly  been  the  resi- 
!e  of  the  reduced,  but  once  powerful  family  of 
MowBRAYS,  OF  St.  Ronan,  who,  as  the  friends 
allies  of  Douglas,  had,  on  the  turning  of  the 
,  in  the  reign  of  James  the  Second,  become 
soiled  of  most  of  their  honours  and  possessions, 
he  middle  of  the  seventeenth  century  the  Mow- 
^'s  once  more  rose  into  importance,  and  Sir 
;inald  Mowbray  distinguished  himself  greatly 
:he  obstinate  defence  of  his  own  castle  of  St. 
lan,  against  the  arms  of  Cromwell.    It  was  on 
1  occasion  that  Sir  Reginald  caused  the  fortress 
be  dismantled,  and  blown  up  with  gunpowder. 
,  after  this,  abandoned  it  to  ruin,  and  built  him- 
■  a  habitation  in  the  fashion  of  the  age,  which  he 
dently  suited  in  size  to  the  diminished  fortunes 
lis  family,  and  in  which  they  continued  to  reside 
;il  the  year  1750;  when  it  was  damaged  by  a 
iual  fire,  and  the  laird  of  the  day  shifted  his  quar- 
s  to  a  more  commodious  dwelling,  about  three 
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miles  from  the  village.  The  deserted  mansi 
shortly  afterwards  converted  into  an  inn,  an 
anted  by  two  old  servants  of  the  Mowbray  s ; 
after  carrying  on  a  successful  trade  for  some 
died  reasonably  wealthly,  leaving  behind  th 
only  daughter ;  viz.  Mrs.  Meg  Dods,  the  Ian 
above  mentioned,  of  the  Clickum  of  St.  Ror 
who,  to  say  nothing  of  her  singularity  of  te 
was  by  no  means  remarkable  for  her  personal 

This  notable  woman  had  hair  of  a  brindle 
lour,  betwixt  black  and  grey,  which  was  a 
escape  in  elf-locks  from  under  her  mutch,  or 
when  she  was  thrown  into  violent  agitation ; 
skinny  hands,  terminated  by  stout  talons ; 
eyes,  thin  lips,  a  robust  person,  a  broad  thougl 
chest,  a  capital  wind,  and  a  voice  that  could  m 
a  choir  of  fish-women.  She  was  accustomed  tc 
of  herself  in  her  more  gentle  moods,  that  her  t 
was  worse  than  her  bite ;  but  what  teeth  could  1 
matched  a  tongue,  which,  when  in  full  careei 
vouched  to  have  been  heard  from  the  Kirk  to 
Castle  of  St.  Ronan's. 

These  notable  gifts,  however,  had  no  charm^ 
the  travellers  of  these  light  and  giddy  times,  t 
Meg's  inn  became  less  and  less  frequented.  W 
carried  the  evil  to  the  uttermost  was,  that  a  fafi 
ful  lady  of  rank  in  the  neighbourhood  chanced 
recover  of  some  imaginary  complaint  by  the  us 
a  mineral  well  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  ^ 
village ;  a  fashionable  doctor  was  found  to  writ 
analysis  of  the  healing  stream,  with  a  list  of  su" 
cures ;  and  a  speculative  builder  took  land  i 
and  erected  lodging-houses,  shops,  and  even  st 
At  length,  a  tontine  subscription  was  obtain 
erect  an  inn,  which,  for  the  more  grace  was  c 
an  hotel ;  and  so  the  desertion  of  Meg  Dods 
came  general. 
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a  summer  day,  in  1801,  a  gentleman-like  look- 
erson,  who,  from  his  saddle-bags,  our  good 
ss  took  in  the  first  instance  for  a  commercial 
Her,  arrived  at  the  inn,  and  bespoke  her  best 
,nd  fare,  during  a  sojourn,  the  professed  object 
ft(  lich  was  sketching  and  sporting. 

was  a  well-made  man,  rather  above  than  un- 
he  middle  size,  and  apparently  betwixt  five- 
9     "wenty  and  thirty  years  of  age  ;  for,  although 
'^%)  I  light,  at  first  glance,  have  passed  for  one  who 
attained  the  latter  period,  yet  on  a  nearer  ex- 
^^'^^(ilei  lation,  it  seemed  as  if  the  burning  sun  of  a 
^^3^  a  ler  climate  than  Scotland,  and  perhaps  some 
or  ue  both  of  body  and  mind,  had  imprinted  the 
^^on;  is  of  care  and  of  manhood  upon  his  counte- 
^'^i;  le,  without  abiding  the  course  of  years.  His 
iooji  and  teeth  were  excellent ;  and  his  other  fea- 
^Miu  s,  though  they  could  scarcely  be  termed  hand- 
e,  expressed  sense  and  acuteness  ;  he  bore  in 
kx  aspect  that  ease  and  composure  in  manner, 
I'al     was  equally  devoid  of  awkwardness  and  af- 
iree:  ition,  and  which  is  said,  emphatically,  to  mark 
( k  gentleman ;  and,  although  neither  the  plainness 
is  dress,  nor  the  total  want  of  the  usual  attend- 
allowed  Meg  to  suppose  him  a  wealth^/  man, 
had  little  doubt  that  he  was  above  the  rank  of 
lodgers  in  general. 
Vt  first  she  did  not  appear  very  willing  to  attend  f 
n  him,  thinking,  as  had  often  been  the  case  be-  • 

that  he  was  one  of  those  travellers  who,  not 
ng  able  to  find  accommodation  at  another  inn  in 
neighbourhood,  were  glad  to  partake  of  the  cheer 
accommodation  of  her  house,  which,  for  the 
ises  we  have  already  related,  had  greatly  fallen 
in  its  popularity.  The  stranger  soon  convinced 
of  her  error,  by  asking  to  be  accommodated  in 
blue  chamber.  These  words  induced  the  old 
me  to  condescend  to  a  more  minute  inspection  of 
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her  guest's  countenance  ;  which  was  imml 
accompanied  by  the  following  exclamatioil 
cognition  : — Eh !  Lord  safe  us ! "  said  Me.j 
*^  is  this  you,  Francie  Tyrell  ? " 

"  The  same,  good  mother,"  answered  th  I 
ger.    "  Trow !  but  I  am  glad  to  see  ye,  1 1 
said  the  old  dame  ;     sit  doon,  sit  doon,  Mr. 
An'  whare  hae  ye  been  a'  this  time,  Franci  r 

"  I  have  travelled  in  several  countries,  Mrs  : 
since  I  saw  you  last.    I  have  been  in  India, 
as  you  will  perceive,  the  climate  has  mad( : 
alteration  in  my  face.  i 

^^An'  troth  has  it,"  answered  the  good  I 

Ye  say  right,  Mr.  Tyrell ;  there's  a  hantle  [ 
ence  in  you  noo,  to  what  ye  was  ten  year  syne,i 
you  an'  your  brother  Valentine  were  doon  hi; 
musing  your  sells,  like  twa  lambkins,  skipping  p. 
on  the  braes  an'  knowes. — But  how  is  your  pi: 
ther?"  Ive ' 

"He  is  well,  I  believe,"  answered  Tyrell kaf; 
have  not  seen  him  for  several  years.  But  I  vm- 
been  told,  Mrs.  Dods,  that  great  alterations  Vi\ 
taken  place  at  St.  Ronan's  since  I  was  a  lolas: 
with  you  ?  "  bud' 

"  Alterations,  said  ye  ?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  ElaC: 
"  Troth  an'  ye  may  say  that,  Francie  ;  every  tip 
is  turned  topsy-turvy ;  naething  remains  in  its  r  w 
place  ; — the  world's  at  an  end  ! "  lnic 

*^  How  so  ? "  enquired  Tyrell.  ]t  \ 

"  Some  glaikit,  puir,  sickly  hizzie,  that  theyri 
a  lady  o'  fashion,  cam  doon  here  frae  Edinburk 
an'  pretended  that  she  found  relief  for  her  hy\ 
chondoricals  by  drinking  the  well-water,  up  yondifc 
ye  remember  the  well,  Francie  ;  an'  sae  she  got! 
great  many  gowks  to  believe  that  a'  she  said  vA 
gospel ;  and  naething  wad  serve  them  but  they  mul 
come  doon  here  in  flocks  to  drink  it,  in  what  th<l 
ca'  the  season.''  "  Well,  but  Mrs.  Dods/'  answerfif 
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■  ^fiiiH  11^ "  I  can  see  no  harm  in  all  this ;  if  they  think 
receive  benefit  from  the  water,  no  one  surely 
eason  for  complaint,  far  less  you,  I  should  think, 
ood  hostess;  for  I  should  imagine  that  sucji  an 
t  of  visitors  must  greatly  benefit  your  house 
Dusiness." 

he  deil  a  bodle  o'  that,  Mr.  Tyrell,"  replied  the 


Jfr. 

^nci  roman ;  "  I  canna  but  say  that  it  was  vera  weel 
:e  they  began  to  build  houses  and  streets,  faith 
ole  toun,  round  the  well ;  but  since  that  time  I 
la  touched  ae  plack  or  bawbee  o'  their  siller ; 
hae  gotten  what  they  ca'  taverns  an'  reading- 
is,  and  hothells,  o'  their  ain.    Is  it  na  a  shame, 
Francie,  in  a  Christian  land,  that  such  doings 
permitted,  an'  me,  a  lone  woman,  whose  father 
grandfather  keepit  this  house  open  for  the  ac- 
modation  o'  the  public  for  mair  than  saxty 
,  should  be  allowed,  for  a'  they  ken  or  care,  to 
ve  or  gang  a  begging.    But,  howsever,  I'll  pay 
1  n  aff  some  day  ,  Ize  warrant.   There  was  ae  spark 
new-fangled  parson,  wha  ca's  himself  the  chap- 
o'  the  well,  that  cam  doun  here  the  ither  day, 
as  he  was  passing  by,  instead  o'  calling  for  a  mug 
»*ude  ale,  or  a  pint  o'  my  auld  claret  or  burgundy, 
I  Christian  man  should  do,  simpered  out  that  he 
lid  thank  me  for  a  glass  of  lemonade  ;  eh,  faith, 
monaded  him :  I  was  just  mopping  the  passage, 
maun  ken,  Francie  Tyrell,  an'  sae  I  just  took  up 
pail,  an'  gave  him  the  contents  o't  about  his 
d  an'  shouthers,  saying,  ^  Gin  ye  are  thirsty,  my 
m,  here's  plenty  o'  slush  for  ye,  an'  ye'll  aye  get 
same  fairin  whenever  ye  hae  the  impudence  to 
for  ony  sic  trash  at  a  respectable  house  like 
ne.'    Wi'  that  he  swore  at  me  like  a  trooper,  but 
did  na  heed  him,  sae  he  was  fain  to  gang  hame, 
ipping  like  a  drooket  rat." 

Upon  my  word,  Mrs.  Dods,"  said  Tyrell,  laugh- 
ig,  "  such  a  salute  was  enough  to  make  even  a 
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parson  swear  ;  so  I  don't  wonder  that  he  gav 
a  parting  blessing.  But  I  suppose  that  the  n 
bouring  gentry  still  countenance  you ;  and  the; 
hold  their  weekly  club  at  the  Clickum  ?" 

An'  troth  do  they,  Mr.  Tyrell/'  said  Meg  I 
"  Worthy  gentlemen^  they  ken  weel  where  a  dr 
gude  port^  gude  claret,  or  even  gude  ale  is  to  be . 
they  ken  weel  the  difference  atween  ony  thing  d 
in  this  house,  and  the  poor,  watery,  pinch-mea 
trash  that  is  sold  up  at  the  Well,  yonder." 

^'^  Your  house, "  said  the  guest,  "  was  alwayi 
mous  for  good  liquor  and  good  cheer  of  all  kirl^o' 
which  puts  me  in  mind,  my  good  hostess,  th? 
feel  rather  hungry,  for  I  have  travelled  a  good 
tance  to-day  ;  so,  if  you  will  be  so  obliging  as  tc 
me  have  something  for  dinner,  with  a  bottle  of  y  ^ 
best  claret,  my  appetite  shall  endeavour  to  do  y 
house  that  credit  which  it  was  accustomed  to 
some  years  ago." 

An  faith,  Francie  Tyrell,"  replied  Meg  Do 
"  je  shall  hae  some  o'  the  best  that  I  hae  in 
house  ;  but  I  maun  gang  to  the  larder  an'  see  ab( 
it"  With  these  words  the  hostess  proceeded  to 
kitchen,  where  she  kicked  up  no  small  bustle  wi 
her  maids,  in  providing  good  cheer  for  the  strange 
who,  as  the  reader  has  seen  above,  had  been  a 
cided  favourite  many  years  before. 

We  shall  now  leave  the  guest  at  the  Clickum 
enjoy  his  dinner  and  claret,  whilst  we  take  a  vie 
of  tlie  new  town  or  village,  the  construction  of  whicl 
in  her  neighbourhood,  gave  Mrs.  Dods  so  much  at 
easiness.  The  medicinal  properties  of  the  Spriti 
at  St.  Ronan's  had  certainly  led  to  the  erection  r 
additional  habitations,  and  had  of  late  years  attro 
ed,  at  certain  periods  of  the  year,  several  visitor 
more  or  less  importance ;  who,  in  imitation  of 
plan  regularly  adopted  at  all  v/atering  places,  fo 
ed  themselves  into  a  body  corporate,  and  us 
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ileir  meals  at  the  ordinary  of  the  Fox,  the  rivnil 
-  \,  against  which  much  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Dods' 
l^V  1  was  now  directed, 

lis  coterie  included  Lady  Penelope  Fen- 
he    a  withered  maiden,  whose  pretensions  to 
fortune,  beauty,  and  talent,  were  pretty  much 
a  par  ;  but  who,  with  a  very  small  modicum. 
I       of  these,  wished  to  be  thought  a  belle,  and  a, 
^^^^  led  woman.    There  was  likewise  the  Laird  Ob' 
^  'J^RoNAN,  a  young  man  rather  reduced  by  his 
•^^    ting  propensities,  who  kept  greyhounds,  and 
^d  of  hunters  and  racers ;  and  whose  sister, 
RA  Mowbray,  is  moreover  the  heroine  of  our 
The  other  visitors  at  the  Spav/ere  Sir  Bingo 
s,  a  four-in-hand  knight  of  the  turf,  who  had 
tly  married  one  of  the  ladies  of  this  belle  as- 
blee  ;  he  was  vulgar,  brutal,  and  illiterate.  There 
likewise  the  widow  of  a  merchant  skipper,  a 
yer,  a  quack -doctor,  a  sentimental  clergyman, 
3  same  who  had  been  dosed  with  lemonade  by 
s.  Dods,)  and  Captain  Mungo  Mac  Turk^  a  fight- 
Highland  lieutenant,  who  took  upon  himself 
arrangement  of  all  points  of  honour,  and  meet- 
s  between  quarrelsome  gentlemen  at  the  YYell. 
The  last  whom  we  shall  mention  was  an  amateur 
connoisseur,  of  the  name  of  Winterblossom, 
o  was  likewise  master  of  the  ceremonies.  Mr. 
interblossom  lived  upon  a  moderate  annuity,  and 
d  discovered  a  way  of  reconciling  his  economical 
entions,  with  much  company  and  made  doishes, 
acting  as  perpetual  president  of  the  wMe  d'hote 
the  Vv  ell.    He  was  shrewd,  selfish,  and  sensual; 

last  of  which  qualities  he  screened  from  obser- 
tion,  under  a  specious  varnish  of  exterior  com- 
aisance.    In  his  professed  and  apparent  anxiety 
do  the  honours  of  the  table,  to  the  most  puncti- 
)U3  point  of  good  breeding,  he  n^ver  permitted 
attendants  upon  the  public  taste  to  supply  the 


10  St.  Ronaiis  Well. 


wants  of  others,  until  all  his  own  private  corl  i^ia 
had  been  fully  arranged  and  provided  for.  \Lff0{ 

We  might  add  another  personage,  whose  pre  iT^^ 
was  often  wished  for  at  the  St.  Ronan  parties | 
who,  from  a  settled  habit  of  melancholy,  occas  I 
by  misfortunes  of  a  peculiar  nature,  seldom  I 
into  company  ;  and  who,  when  she  was  prevl 
on  to  do  so,  never  remained  more  than  a  few! 
imtes.    This  was  Clara  Mowbray.  I 

We  shall  now  return  to  Francis  Tyrell,  who,  I 
remaining  several  weeks  at  the  Clickum  of  thtl  ". 
town  of  St.  Ronan,  excited  a  good  deal  of  curi<r^^^ 
in  the  minds  of  the  visitors,  as  to  his  fortunes,  p|  . 
pects,  and  habits  of  life.    They  had  frequently  f 
him  in  their  walks,  whilst  he  was  enjoying  thi ' 
musement  of  fishing ;  and  some  of  them  had  I 
served  him  sitting  under  a  tree,  making  sketchelr' 
the  surrounding  scenery.    They  had  frequently f  " 
their  wits  to  work  to  guess  who  he  could  be  ;  r 
the  young  ladies  would  have  it  that  he  was  a  priif  ^- 
or  at  least  a  nobleman  in  disguise.    Some  drawinl  ^ 
which  had  been  found  by  accident,  and  had  b<l' 
carried  to  the  Well,  greatly  excited  their  surprl;- 
at  the  justness  with  which  the  St.  Ronan  scemi 
was  delineated.    Some  of  the  party  would  havel 
that  Tyrell  was  a  professed  painter,  and  conjf 
quently  unworthy  of  their  august  notice  ;  the  ni 
did  not  coincide  in  this  conclusion,  so  that  in  till" 
diversity  of  opinion  they  hit  upon  the  folio  will 
.scheme  to  discover  his  name,  talents,  station,  ail 
habits  of  life.    Each  wrote  him  a  letter  : — Lacl 
Penelope's  subject  was  poetry ;  that  of  Mr.  Winte-| 
blossom  was  painting ;  and  that  of  Sir  Bingo  Binll 
related  to  sporting.    To  each  of  these  his  polittl 
ness  induced  him  to  return  a  civil  answer ;  and  thl 
manner  in  which  he  treated  the  several  subjects  onl; 
added  fie.sh  fuel  to  their  curiosity.    They  all  nov 
agreed  to  write  to  him^  iu  the  rjames  qf  the  wholi 
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e,  to  send  him  an  invitation  to  favour  them 
his  company  at  the  Well, 
returned  a  polite  answer^  saying  that  he  would 
mself  the  honour  of  dining  with  them  on  the 
)w^  when  he  accordingly  went,  and  they  were 
y  pleased  with  his  company.    Sir  Bingo  Binks, 
j'g^'^  ver^  conceiving  that  his  own  diminutive  talents 
1  be  eclipsed  by  the  more  brilliant  attainments 
miversal  knowledge  of  the  interesting  stran- 
endeavoured  on  several  occasions,  during  the 
ng,  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  him.    This,  Tyrell's 
ness  evaded  for  some  time,  until  at  length  his 
ence  became  intolerable,  and  Tyrell  replied  to 
idgar  baronet  in  a  sarcastic  manner,  which  set 
-hole  company  laughing,  as  they  greatly  enjoy- 
JJ^^  le  circumstance,  that,  at  length,  Sir  Bingo  had 
^  d  his  match. 

he  subject  of  dispute  was  shooting  ;  and  the 
ting  baronet  feeling  galled  that  Tyrell  appear- 
so  much  advantage  in  the  eyes  of  the  com- 
r,  on  a  subject  on  which  he  had  hitherto  mono- 
^ed  all  knowledge  to  himself,  exclaimed, Pooh  ! 
t  the  devil  does  a  poor  paltry  itinerant  painter 
vv  about  a  good  shot  ? "  "  So  much.  Sir  Bingo," 
ied  Tyrell,  ^^that  if  you  will  give  me  fitting 
and  opportunity,  I  shall  endeavour  to  correct 
vulgar  insolence,  by  sending  a  bullet  through 
body." 

'he  bully  was  immediately  cowed,  and  shrunk 
k ;  he  alfected  to  laugh  \  and  as  soon  as  he  could 
o  with  decency,  got  up  to  join  the  ladies,  who 
e  at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  Tyrell,  disgust- 
with  the  whole  company,  who  appeared  to  him 
)e  a  mean  set  of  ignorant  triflers,  arose  to  take 
leave,  and  on  going  towards  the  door  was  not  a 
le  agitated  at  meeting  with  the  interesting  Clara 
)wbray,  who  had  been  an  acquaintance  of  long 
ndjng.  and  who^  by  the  advice  of  her  brother. 
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had  come  to  the  Well  for  a  few  minutes  to 
her  melancholy* 

The  circumstances  of  Tyrell's  former  acqi 
ance  with  Clara  we  shall  here  relate.    The  1 
of  Francis  Tyrell^  the  fifth  earl  of  Etherington 
during  his  travels  on  the  Continent^  in  early  y 
married  a  beautiful  orphan,  named  Marie  de 
tigny,  the  mother  of  our  hero.    This  noble 
taking  advantage  of  the  irregularity,  and  as  he 
deemed  it,  the  illegality,  of  this  union  of  the  h 
found  it  suit  his  convenience  to  marry  again 
interested  motives,  and  accordingly  wedded  a 
Bulmer,  by  whom  he  had  another  son,  who  or 
father's  death  took  possession  of  his  titles  anc 
tates,  on  the  plea  of  his  elder  brother's  ille^ 
macy.    The  young  men  had  nevertheless  t 
educated  together,  and  up  to  a  certain  period 
been  constant  associates.    They  had  met,  sev 
years  before,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  Ronj 
Well,  the  beautiful  sister  of  Mowbray,  and  Fra] 
Tyrel  and  she  had  then  formed  the  tender  c 
nexion  above  alluded  to.    As,  at  this  time,  the 
ther  of  the  young  men  shev/ed  an  evident  desire 
do  justice  to  his  elder  son,  and  admit  the  legitir 
cy  of  his  birth  ;  the  efforts  of  the  younger  brot 
were  devoted  unremittingly  to  vilify  and  misrep 
sent  him.    In  an  unlucky  hour  Francis  Ty 
made  his  brother  his  confidant,  and  the  latter  cc 
jecturing  that  the  connexion  would  on  no  accou 
be  approved  of  by  the  father,  used  every  possi 
exertion  to  promote  it,  and  was  unwearied  in 
endeavours  to  facilitate  the  intercourse  of  t] 
lovers. 

Their  interviews  having  been  terminated  by  tl 
harsh  command  of  Clara's  father,  Valentine  sti 
volunteered  his  services  as  the  medium  of  commi 
nication,  and  finally  advised  Francis  to  propose 
secret  marriage.    In  a  hapless  hour  the  offer  s 
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accepted,  and  all  the  preliminaries  arranged ;  the 
pastor  of  the  parish  agreed  to  perform  the  cere- 
mony, on  a  supposition  hinted  by  the  treacherous 
Valentine,  that  the  object  of  the  lover  was  to  do 
justice  to  the  betrayed  maiden. 

It  was  finally  settled  that  the  lovers  should  meet 
at  the  Old  Kirk  when  the  twilight  became  deep, 
and  set  off  in  a  chaise  for  England  immediately  af- 
ter the  ceremony.  About  this  juncture,  however, 
the  younger  brother  became  acquainted  with  a  cir- 
cumstance which  completely  altered  ail  his  views 
on  the  subject  of  this  marriage.  It  appeared  that 
his  grand  uncle  by  his  mother's  side  was  related 
to  the  Mowbray  family,  and  had  left  a  singular 
will,  bequeathing  an  immense  estate  to  the  eldest 
son  of  the  Earl  of  Etherington,  provided  he  formed 
a  matrimonial  connexion  with  a  lady  of  the  house 
of  St.  Ronan.  After  some  consideration,  he  me- 
ditated a  deep  scheme  to  crown  his  ambitious 
views,  and  arriving  at  the  Old  Kirk  before  him,  he 
personated  his  brother,  (to  whom  he  bore  a  strong 
resemblance,)  on  the  evening  appointed  for  the 
rendezvous.  The  following  is  a  part  of  this  trea- 
cherous man's  confession  in  a  letter  addressed  by 
him  to  his  friend.  Captain  Jekyll,  of  the  Guards, 
whose  presence  and  assistance  he  urgently  requi- 
red at  the  time  of  our  present  narrative. 

After  being  tied  up  by  the  good  parson,"  said 
he,  we  got  into  the  carriage,  and  were  a  mile  from 
the  church,  when  my  unlucky,  or  lucky  brother, 
stopped  the  chaise  by  force  ;  through  what  means 
he  had  obtained  knowledge  of  my  little  trick,  I 
never  have  been  able  to  learn.  My  servant  Solmes 
has  been  too  faithful  to  me  in  too  many  instances, 
that  I  should  suspect  him  in  this  important  crisis. 
I  jumped  out  of  the  carriage,  pitched  fraternity  to 
the  devil,  and  betwixt  desperation,  and  something 
very  like  shame,  began  to  cut  away  with  a  couteau 
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de  chassCy  v/hich  I  had  provided  in  case  of  neces- 
sity. All  was  in  vain — I  was  hustled  down  under 
the  wheel  of  the  carriage,  and  the  horses  taking 
fright,  it  went  over  my  body." 

Clara  Mowbray  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  mind 
bordering  on  distraction,  and  her  lover  only  con- 
ented  to  a  suspension  of  his  revenge,  on  an  ar- 
rangement, that  Valentine  should  give  up  all  idea 
of  seeing  his  betrothed  again,  or  even  of  returning 
^  to  the  neighbourhood  in  which  she  resided. 

Meanwhile,  during  his  eldest  son's  absence  in 
foreign  climes,  the  father  died,  and  Valentine  Bul- 
mer  (as  he  was  named  after  his  mother)  took  pos- 
session of  the  title  and  estates  of  the  Earl  of  Ether- 
ington.  It  was  only  on  hearing  that  his  perfidious 
brother  was,  in  defiance  of  his  stipulation^  about 
to  return  to  St.  Ronan's  Well,  that  Francis  repair- 
ed thither  to  watch  his  motions.  At  this  time, 
however,  he  became  possessed  of  documents,  which 
required  only  a  legal  process  in  order  to  enable 
him  to  vindicate  to  himself  his  birthright. 

This,  then,  was  the  cause  of  Tyrell's  coming  to 
Scotland ;  for  he  would  have  continued  abroad, 
had  not  Solmes,  the  Earl  of  Etherington's  valet, 
above  alluded  to,  privately  announced  to  him  his 
master's  intentions.  It  was  by  this  servant's  se- 
cret information  that  Tyrell  was  enabled  to  keep 
a  strict  watch  on  his  brother's  actions,  which  were, 
certainly,  too  often  of  the  most  dishonourable  na- 
ture. 

The  agitation  and  surprise  of  the  unfortunate 
lovers  at  this  meeting  was  mutual ;  they  loved  each 
other  ardently,  but  the  l)arrier  which  had  been  so 
cruelly  thrown  in  the  way  of  their  union,  made  it 
necessary  for  their  ^eace  of  mind  that  they  should 
not  meet.  Since  lyrell's  arrival  he  had  not  seen 
Clara,  nor  was  she  aware  that  he  was  in  the  neigh - 
bourhood  ;    hi^  object  beins:  to  avoid  her,  whilst 
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lie  was  determined  to  thwart  the  machinations  of 
his  brother,  who  was  now  expected  at  St.  Ilonan's 
every  day,  and  whose  object  in  coming  hither  was 
to  inchice  the  Laird  of  St.  Ronan's  to  compel  his 
sister  to  marry  him  publicly,  in  order  that  he  might 
thereby  at  once  secure  the  estates  left  by  his  grand- 
uncle. 

After  a  slight  explanation,  Clara  agreed  to  meet 
Tyrell  in  half  an  hour,  at  a  place  about  a  mile  on- 
wardsj  on  her  return  to  her  brother's  house.  Tyrell 
proceeded  to  the  spot,  and  in  a  few  minutes  after 
his  arrival,  heard  the  trampling  of  her  horse's  feet, 
i  He  embraced  her,  as  he  lifted  her  from  her  pony, 
I  and  they  both  gave  way  to  those  transports  of  mu- 
tual affection,  which  had  been  smothered  in  their 
bosoms  for  so  many  years.  Clara,  though  over- 
joyed at  meeting  her  lover,  gave  way  to  melancholy 
and  despondency,  when  Tyrell  tolcl  her  of  his  ob- 
ject in  coming  to  St.  Ronan's.  She  dreaded  the 
sight  of  the  treacherous  Valentine  ;  and  her  mind 
was  occupied  wdth  sad  forebodings  at  the  approach- 
ing meeting  of  the  brothers.  She  promised  to  meet 
Tyrell  again,  however ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  con- 
jured and  entreated  him  to  take  every  possible 
precaution  in  preventing  his  brother  from  doing 
him  some  secret  mischief.  Tyrell  promised  what 
was  required,  and  having  assisted  his  lovely  but 
unfortunate  companion  to  mount  her  horse,  accom- 
panied her  to  the  gate  of  her  brother's  mansion, 
and  took  his  leave  for  the  night. 

The  next  clay,  whilst  Tyrell  was  angling  in  a 
neighbouring  stream,  a  messenger  from  the  party 
at  the  Well  arrived  at  the  Clickum  :  this  was  no 
other  than  the  redoubtable  Captain  Mungo  Mac 
Turk,  who  carried  a  challenge  from  Sir  Bingo 
Binks  to  Mr.  Tyrell,  for  the  insult  v/hich,  as  he 
alleged,  had  been  put  upon  him  the  night  before. 
It  was  the  Cuptaiu  himself  who  had  rovis^d  Sir 
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Bingo's  courage  to  this  pitch  of  daring  ;  for  the 
poor  Baronet  did  not  feel  that  he  had  nerve  suffi- 
cient to  meet  such  a  foe,  face  to  face,  in  the  field. 

The  Captain,  however,  insisted  on  this  alterna- 
tive, and  the  rest  of  the  company  joining  in  the 
same  opinion,  he  was  forced  to  comply  ;  for  he  saw 
that  he  should  be  sent  to  Coventry  if  he  refused 
obedience  to  the  laws  which  Captain  Mungo  Turk 
had  framed  for  guarding  the  honour  of  the  gentle- 
men at  the  W ell.  The  Baronet  accordingly  drew 
up  a  misspelt  scrawl  in  the  form  of  a  challenge^ 
which  the  captain  put  in  his  pocket,  and  marched 
down  with  it  to  the  inn  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Dods. 

On  his  arrival,  he  found  our  worthy  but  eccen- 
tric landlady  busily  engaged  in  sweeping  up  her 
club -room,  which  had  been  in  considerable  disor- 
der from  the  last  night's  meeting. 

Is  Mr.  Tyrell  at  home.  Mistress  Totts?''  said 
the  Captain. 

An'  what  for  do  ye  want  Mr.  Tyrell  ?"  s^id 
the  landlady,  her  indignation  rising  at  seeing  one 
of  the  company  at  the  Well,  under  her  roof. 

I  want  to  see  Mr.  Francis  Tyrell,  on  a  subject 
of  importance  to  his  honour  and  fame  as  a  cAentie- 
man,"  replied  the  Captain,  with  a  haughty  air. 

Meg  Dods  now  asked,  "  An'  wha  are  ye,  sir, 
that  puts  on  sic  an  air  o'  authority  in  this  housOj 
of  which  I  am  mistress  and  maister  baith  ?"  > 

"  My  name,"  replied  the  Captain,  is  Mungq 
Mac  Turk,  esq.,  of  Machgilliwhieman ;  I  am  a 
captain  in  his  Majesty's  service,  now  on  half-pay,, 
but  should  have  been  a  macAor-cAeneral  or  fiek- 
marshal  by  this  time,  had  my  merits  been  mly  ap- 
preciated." 

"  Nae  doot,  nae  doot,  Captain  Mac  Turk,"  re- 
plied Meg  Dods,  '^your  name  betokens  that  yc 
maun  be  a  ruffian  in  the  field  of  battle ;  but  I  shouki 
like  weel  to  speer  the  nature  o'  your  business  wi' 
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iHy  guest^  Mr.  Tyrell ;   for  ye  maun  ken  that  he 
entrusts  me  with  a'  his  affairs,  an'  therefore  ye 
J  need  na  hesitate  to  tell  me  what  it  is  ye  want  wi' 

sicl.  Wh^;-,  my  coo^  ^ame,"  answered  the  military  he- 
na,  j.^^^  u  J  i-^g^yg  jj^  in  charge  to  deliver  to  him  this  let- 
^'^^  ter,  which  you  must  un^erstan^  containeth  a  chal- 
lenge  to  fight  a  ^uel,  with  swor^  or  pistol,  according 
7  as  his  second  an^  myself,  as  second  to  the  j^rave  and 

worthy  Sir  Pin^o  Pinfc,  shall  appoint." 
&.       An'  what  may  be  the  original  cause  o'  a'  this 
piece  o'  wark  ?"  enquired  Mrs.  Dods. 

The  cause,  my  coot  la^^y  is,  that  Mr.  Tyrell 
having  been  invited  to  spend  a  pleasant  ani^  com- 
fortable evening  with  us,  the  honourable  company 
^-  at  the  Well,  |7ehaved  in  a  manner  that  was  not|?e- 
'1'  coming  a  c?ientleman  towards  my  worthy  an^  coo^ 
friend,  Sir  Pinko  Pinks  ;  which  is  the  cause  that 
the  saii^  Mr.  Tyrell,  and  the  sai^  Sir  PinA:o,  must 
1  meet  each  other  to  settle  the  matter  in  an  arnica- 
pie  manner,  with  swor^  an^  pistol." 
.  "  But  wha  began  the  dispute      enquired  Meg 
Dods. 

"  Why  ,  surely.  Mistress  Totts,  your  own  lot c/ie?', 
Mr.  Tyrell,  as  I  have  been  relating  to  you." 

"  V/eel  then,"  replied  Meg,  elevating  her  voice 
to  a  loud  key,  I  maun  tell  you.  Captain  Mac 
Turk,  that  ye're  telling  a  lee  ;  for  Francie  Tyrell 
is  no'  that  sort  of  a  person,  as  to  gie  ony  cause  of 
offence  to  man,  woman,  or  child,  but  far  less  to 
sic  riif-raff  gentry  as  ye  hae  up  at  the  Well  yonder." 

Riff-raif !  tit  ye  say.  Mistress  Totts  !  on  my 
wor^  and  honour,  ma^am,  you  will  not  be  able  to 
finj^  more  respectable  company  any  where  than 
those  who  are  admitted  to  the  ordinary  an^  assem- 
j^lies  at  the  Well.  But,  hark  ye.  Mistress  Totts  : 
you  A^ave  me  the  lie  just  now,  an^  I  must  just  whis- 
per to  you,  that  I  expect  you  will  "peg  my  pardon 
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for  so  cross  an  affront  on  a  cAentleman's  honour ;  > 
ha^  you  ^een  a  man,  Mistress  Totts,  as  you  are  an  ■ 
insignificant  woman,  I  would  send  a  /mullet  into  youi 
poty  ^efore  you  would  say  C//ack  Robinson  ;  that 
I  would,  my  cooi^  Mistress  Totts  ;  so  1  expect  you 
will  Aive  me  the  satisfaction,  in  a  friendly  way,  of 
asking  my  pardon,  which  I  will  rea/ily  crant  you." 

"  Satisfaction,  did  ye  say  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Dods,  flourishing  her  broom  aloft;  I'll  gie  you 
satisfaction  wi'  a  vengeance  till't ;  an'  since  ye  are 
sae  vera  fond  o'  fighting,  ye  maun  try  a  duel  wi' 
me, — sae  here  goes  !"  With  this,  she  let  the  sweep- 
ing broom  fall  repeatedly  on  his  head  and  shoul- 
ders, with  so  much  force,  as  to  make  him  endeavour 
to  escape  as  fast  as  possible.  As  he  made  his  way, 
retrograding  like  a  crab,  to  the  door,  he  exclaimed, 
while  protecting  his  head  from  the  blows,  with  both 
his  hands,  "  O  Lor^,  O  Lor^ !  Mistress  7\ttSy 
what  to  you  mean,  my  ^ear  ma^am,  py  attacking  a 
defenceless  man?"  Nothing,  however,  would  satisfy 
the  old  dame,  but  to  beat  the  enemy  fairly  off  the 
field  ;  which  she  certainly  did  to  her  own  satisfac^ 
tion,  and  his  dismay.  She  exclaimed,  as  she  ap- 
proached the  outer  door,  "  I'll  teach  ye,  you  gude- 
ibr-nothing  idle  vagabond,  to  be  rinning  aboot  wi' 
challenges  in  your  pocket,  wi'  intent  to  murder 
honest  folk."  To  this  the  military  hero  made  no 
direct  reply,  but  retired  grumbling  and  swearing, 
and  vowing  vengeance  on  his  female  antagonist. 

When  Tyrell  returned  home  he  could  not  help 
laughing  heartily  at  Mrs.  Dods'  account  of  this 
singular  rencontre  :  he  would  have  taken  proper 
notice  of  Sir  Bingo's  challenge,  (which,  by  the  by, 
Mac  Turk  carried  off  with  him,)  had  not  other 
affairs  of  much  more  importance  pressed  upon  his 
attention. 

His  half-brother,  Valentine,  the  titular  Earl  of 
Etherington,  now  arrived  at  St.  Ronan's  with 
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several  of  his  associates  ;  all  intent  on  securing,  by 
their  deep  intrigues,  the  titles  and  estates,  and  even 
the  contracted  spouse,  of  the  lawful  heir  and  pos- 
sessor, to  his  treacherous  brother  Valentine. 

After  cultivating  assiduously  the  acquaintance  of 
Mowbray,  who  was  ignorant  of  the  transaction  in 
which  his  sister  had  been  concerned,  by  losing  a 
few  hundreds  with  him  at  cards  ;  Valentine  made 
formal  proposals  for  the  hand  of  Clara,  which  were 
warmly  seconded  by  her  brother.  They  were, 
however,  received  with  disgust,  and  even  horror, 
by  the  devoted  girl.  The  titular  Earl  now  fleeced 
St.  Ronan  of  the  entire  remnant  of  his  and  his 
sister's  property  at  the  gaming  table,  and  took  this 
opportunity  of  again  pressing  his  suit.  In  a  state 
of  desperation,  arising  from  his  losses  and  a  report 
that  had  reached  him  injurious  to  the  honour  of  his 
sister,  f  a  report  originati?ig  in  the  foul  aspersion 
which  had  been  cast  upon  her  by  the  traitor  Valen- 
tine,  in  order  to  induce  the  clergyman  to  consent 
to  marry  them  clandestinely,)  Mowbray  returned 
home  determined  to  seek  a  full  explanation  with 
Clara,  and  to  compel  her  marriage  with  the  Earl 
of  Etherington.  The  unfortunate  young  lady  of 
course  refused,  and  St.  Ronan's  harshness  in  re- 
proaching his  sister  amounted  to  unmanly  brutal- 
ity. Through  the  intervention  of  a  very  worthy  old 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Touchwood,  a  London 
merchant,  who  had  the  care  of  the  deeds  and  other 
papers,  and  who  was  one  of  those  excellent  but  ec- 
centric persons,  who,  having  amassed  a  large  for- 
tune, are  on  the  look  out  for  an  heir,  the  intrigues 
of  the  titular  Earl  of  Etherington  ended  at  last  in 
his  own  complete  discomfiture. 

Clara  Mowbray,  however,  in  an  agony  of  fear 
and  desperation,  now  fled  from  her  brother's  house, 
and  after  wandering  about,  the  greater  part  of"  a 
November  night,  was  attracted  by  a  light  in  the 
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house  of  Mrs.  Dods^  to  which  the  circumstance  ol 
a  light  still  burnings  while  all  around  was  dark, 
attracted  her  ; — her  apparition  appeared  close  by 
the  side  of  her  unfortunate  lover,  then  deeply  en- 
gaged in  writing  !  Something  suddenly  gleamed 
on  a  large  mirror,  which  hung  on  the  wall  opposite. 
He  looked  up,  and  saw  the  figure  of  Clara,  holding 
a  light  in  her  extended  hand.  He  stood  for  an  in- 
stant with  his  eyes  fixed  on  this  fearful  shadov/,  ere 
he  dared  turn  round  on  the  substance  which  was 
thus  reflected.  When  he  did  so,  her  iixed  and 
pallid  countenance  almost  impressed  him  with  the 
belief  that  he  saw  a  vision,  and  he  shuddered  when 
she  took  his  hand.  ^'^  Come  away  !"  she  said  in  a 
hurried  voice — '^come  away  :  my  brother  follows 
to  kill  us  both.  Come,  Tyrrell,  let  us  fly — we  shall 
easily  escape  him." 

Clara  Mowbray!"  exclaimed  Tyrrell. — ^^Alas! 
is  it  thus  ?  Stay — do  not  go,"  (for  she  turned  to 
make  her  escape,)— ^^stay — stay — sit  down  V 

^'  I  must  go,"  she  replied, — I  must  go — I  am 
called — Hannah  Irwin  the  servant  v/ho  attended  at 
my  accursed  marriage  with  the  traitor,  your  brother, 
is  gone  before  to  tell  all,  and  I  must  follov/.  Will 
you  not  let  me  go  ?- — Nay,  if  you  will  hold  me  by 
force,  I  know  I  must  sit  down,  but  you  will  not  be 
able  to  keep  me  for  all  that." 

A  convulsive  fit  followed,  and  seemed  by  its  vio- 
lence to  explain  that  she  was  indeed  bound  for  the 
last  and  darksome  journey.  The  maid,  who  at 
length  answered  Tyrrell's  earnest  and  repeated 
summons,  fled  terrified  at  the  scene  she  witnes;:.ed. 

The  old  landlady  who  had  been  out  on  business, 
now  arrived  at  home,  and  what  was  her  astonish- 
ment to  find  there  the  daughter  of  the  house,  which 
j^he  had  never  ceased  to  love,  in  a  state  little  short 
of  distraction,  and  attended  by  Tyrrell,  whose  state 
of  mind  seemed  scarce  more  composed  than  that 
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of  the  unliappy  patient.  The  oddities  of  Mrs. 
Dods  were  merely  the  rust  which  had  accumulated 
upon  her  character^  but  without  impairing  its  na- 
tive strength  and  energy  ;  and  her  sympathies 
were  not  of  a  kind  acute  enough  to  disable  her 
from  thinking  and  acting  as  decisively  as  circum- 
stances required. 

''^Mr.  Tyreiy  she  said^  "this  is  nae  sight  for 
men  folk — ye  maun  rise  and  gang  to  another  room." 

"I  will  not  stir  from  her/'  said  Tyrell — "I  will 
not  remove  from  her,  either  now,  or  as  long  as  she 
or  I  may  live." 

"  That  will  be  nae  lang  space^  Master  Tyrell, 
if  ye  winna  be  ruled  by  common  sense." 

Tyrell  started  up,  as  if  half  comprehending 
what  she  said,  bnt  remained  motionless. 

"Come,  come,"  said  the  compassionate  landlady ; 
^■^do  not  stand  looking  at  a  sight  sair  enough  to 
break  a  harder  heart  than  yours,  hinny  ;  your  ain 
sense  tells  ye,  ye  canna  stay  here  ;  Miss  Clara  shall 
be  well  cared  for,  and  Fil  bring  word  to  your  room- 
door  frae  half-hour  to  half-hour  how  she  is." 

The  necessity  of  the  case  was  undeniable,  and 
Tyrell  sulfered  himself  to  be  led  to  another  apart- 
ment, leaving  Miss  Mowbray  to  the  care  of  the 
hostess  and  her  female  assistants.  He  counted 
the  hours  in  agony,  less  by  his  watch,  than  by  the 
visits  which  Mrs.  Dods,  faithful  to  her  promise, 
made  from  interval  to  interval,  to  tell  him  that 
Clara  was  not  better — she  was  worse — and  at  last, 
that  she  did  not  think  that  she  could  even  live 
over  morning.  It  required  all  the  deprecatory  in- 
fluence of  the  landlady  to  restrain  Tyrell,  who, 
calm  and  cold  on  common  occasions,  was  propor- 
tionably  fierce  and  impetuous  when  his  passions 
were  afloat,  from  bursting  into  the  room,  and  as- 
certaining, with  his  own  eyes,  the  state  of  the  be- 
loved patient.     At  length  there  was  a  long  inter- 
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val — an  interval  of  hours,  so  long,  indeed,  that 
Tyrell  caught  from  it  the  agreeable  hope  that  Clara 
slept,  and  that  sleep  might  bring  refreshment  both 
to  mind  and  body.  Mrs.  Dods,  he  concluded,  was 
prevented  from  moving,  for  fear  of  disturbing  her 
patient's  slumber  ;  and,  as  if  actuated  by  the  same 
feeling  which  he  imputed  to  her,  he  ceased  to  tra- 
verse his  apartment,  as  his  agitation  had  hitherto 
dictated,  and  throwing  himself  into  a  chair,  forbore 
to  move  even  a  finger,  and  withheld  his  respiration 
as  much  as  possible,  just  as  if  he  had  been  seated 
by  the  pillow  of  the  patient.  Morning  was  far  ad- 
vanced, when  his  landlady  appeared  in  his  room 
with  a  grave  and  anxious  countenance. 

"  Mr.  Tyrell,"  she  said,     ye  are  a  Christian 
man.', 

"  Hush,  hush,  for  heaven's  sake  ! "  he  replied  • 
"  you  will  disturb  Miss  Mowbray." 

"Naething  will  disturb  her,  puir  thing,'*  an- 
swered Mrs.  Dods  ;  "  they  have  mickle  to  answer 
for  that  hae  brought  her  to  this." 

They  have — they  have  indeed,"  said  Tyrell, 
striking  his  forehead ;  "  and  I  will  see  her  avenged 
on  every  one  of  them  ! — Can  I  see  her  ?" 

Better  not — better  not,"  said  the  good  woman ; 
but  he  burst  from  her,  and  rushed  into  the  apart- 
ment. 

"  Is  life  gone  ? — is  every  part  extinct  ?"  he  ex- 
claimed eagerly  to  a  country  surgeon,  a  sensible 
man,  who  had  been  summoned  from  a  neighbour* 
ing  village  in  the  course  of  the  night.  The  medi- 
cal man  shook  his  head — he  rushed  to  the  bedside, 
and  was  convinced  by  his  own  eyes  that  the  being 
whose  sorrows  he  had  both  caused  and  shared,  was 
now  insensible  to  all  earthly  calamity. 

He  raised  almost  a  shriek  of  despair,  as  he  threw 
himself  on  the  pale  hand  of  the  corpse,  wetted  it 
with  tears,  devoure<l  it  with  kisses,  and  played  for* 
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a  short  time  the  part  of  a  distracted  person.  At 
length,  on  the  repeated  expostulation  of  all  present, 
he  suffered  himself  to  be  again  conducted  to  another 
apartment,  the  surgeon  following,  anxious  to  give 
such  sad  consolation  as  the  case  admitted  of. 

As  you  are  so  deeply  concerned  for  the  untimely 
fate  of  this  young  lady,"  he  said,  "it  may  be  some 
satisfaction  to  you,  tho¥igh  a  melancholy  one,  to 
know,  that  it  has  been  occasioned  by  a  pressure  on 
the  brain,  probably  accompanied  by  a  suffusion, 
occasioned  by  habitual  grief  and  melancholy ;  and 
[  feel  authorised  in  stating,  from  the  symptoms, 
that  if  life  had  been  spared,  reason  would,  in  all 
probability,  never  have  returned.  In  such  a  case, 
jir,  the  most  affectionate  relation  must  own,  that 
ieath,  in  comparison  to  life,  is  a  mercy. 

"Mercy  !"  answsered  Tyrell,  "but  why,  then,  is 
t  denied  to  me  ? — I  know — I  know  !- — My  life  is 
spared  till  I  revenge  her." 

He  started  from  his  seat,  and  rushed  eagerly 
iown  stairs.  But  as  he  was  about  to  rush  from  the 
loor  of  the  inn,  he  was  stopped  by  Touchwood,  who 
lad  just  alighted  from  his  carriage,  with  an  air  of 
jtern  anxiety  imprinted  on  his  features,  very  dif- 
erent  from  their  usual  expression.  "Whither  would 
re  ?"  he  said,  laying  hold  of  Tyrell,  and  stopping 
lim  by  force. 

"For  revenge — ^for  revenge!"  said  Tyrell ;  "give 
ray,  I  charge  you  on  your  peril !" 
"Vengeance  belongs  to  God,"  replied  the  old 

Iian,  "  and  his  bolt  has  already  fallen, — This  way 
-4;his  way,"  he  continued,  dragging  Tyrell  into  the 
ouse.  "Know,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  he  had  forced 
im  into  a  chamber,  "that  Mowbray  of  St.  Ronan's 
as  met  your  brother,  Valentine  Bulmer,  within  this 
alf  hour,  and  after  upbraiding  him  with  his  vil- 
my,  has  killed  him  on  the  spot." 
"Killed  whom  ?"  answered  the  bewildered  Tyrell, 
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Valentine  Bulmer,  1^:  titular  Earl  of  Ether- 
ington." 

"  You  bring  tidings  of  death  to  the  house  g( 
death/'  answered  Tyrell ;  and  there  is  nothing  i| 
this  world  left  that  I  should  live  for." 

With  these  words  he  returned  to  the  inn,  where 
his  mental  agony  threw  him  into  a  fever,  from  whic| 
he  was  many  weeks  in  i^ecovering.  During  thij 
time  he  was  carefully  attended  by  Mrs.  Dods,  whc 
lost  no  opportunity  of  administering  comfort  to  his 
wounded  feelings.  Having  recovered,  he  took  leave 
of  his  hostess,  and  bade  adieu  to  St.  Ronan's  fq 
ever.  \ 

There  remains  little  more  to  be  told.  Mr.  Toucb^ 
wood  is  still  alive,  forming  plans  which  have  no  ob^ 
ject,  and  accumulating  a  fortune,  for  v/hicli  he  ha^ 
apparently  no  heir.    The  old  man  had  endeavouie  J 
to  fix  this  patronage  upon  Tyrell ;  but  the  attem  J 
only  determined  the  latter  to  leave  the  country  1 
nor  has  he  since  been  heard  of,  although  the  titll 
and  estates  of  Etherington  lie  vacant  for  his  accep  J 
ance.    It  is  the  opinion  of  many,  that  he  has  entere« 
into  a  Moravian  mission,  for  the  use  of  which  1^ 
had  previously  drawn  considerable  sums.  IB 

Since  Tyrell's  departure,  no  one  pretends  to  guess 
what  old  Touchwood  will  do  with  his  money.  Most 
people  think  that  Mowbray  of  St.  Ronan's,  v/lio  went 
into  the  army  immediately  after  his  sister's  death, 
will  be,  at  last,  his  heir. 

We  shall  conclude  our  eventful  story  by  observing, 
that  after  the  above  catastrophe,  the  company  at  St. 
Ronan's  departed,  to  return  no  more.  Having  thuo 
become  deserted,  its  buildings  in  a  few  years  fell  to 
decay  ;  and  now  the  ruins,  only,  are  presented  to 
the  eye  of  the  passing  traveller. 
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